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Each new subscriber will 
'get a personal Christmas card 
from Gene Autry mailed di- 
rectlyfrom jfyOLutoxt 



THE GIFT WHICH BRINGS 

JOY AND EXCITEMENT 

EVERY MONTH! 

A SUBSCRIPTION TO 

r comics r 

3-YEAR SUBSCRIPTION «2.50 
2-YEAR SUBSCRIPTION » 1.75 
1-YEAR SUBSCRIPTION • 1.00 



Moil to: DELL PUBLISHING CO., Ih 

Send GENE AUTRY COMICS to: G1-9 


C, 261 FIFTH AVE., N. Y 

Send GENE AUTRY COMICS to: 


16, N. Y. 
























Check Subscription Rates: 
One n SI— 1 yr. □ S1.7S— 2 yrs. □ J2.50— 3 yrs. 


Check Subscription Rates: 

One D SI— 1 yr. D SL75^-2 yrs. 


□ S2.S0-3 yr*. 




IT'S AS DEAD AS BABVLOW 
I WONDER,, MAYBE WHAT,.. 
LOOKED LIKE FIREWORKS/^ 
WAS ONLY A SHOOTING ■!£% 
STAR ! _-<*--Sy<W 
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HIVAH,STISANGER.' I — /OKAV-BUT 5HOOT 
■ HITCH-VOUR HOSS h~\ THOSE FIREBALLS 
AND JOIN THE /\\THE OTHER " 




(AND NOW-VAW-HUM-I AIM TO PICK 
1 THE BEST BED IN TOWN 

7' 




OR WHAT, FUZZY FACE? THAT 
WHITE HOS& WEARS MY 
BRAND- AND NO MAW CALLS 





f THERE'S TIMES-WHEN THE D0D50NS — 1 

HIGHER UP THE CANYON — DAM UP THE / 

RIVER, THAT A MAN AND H0S5 COULD / 

I GET INTO THAT TUNNEL! 3UPP0SE / 

1 VOU-ALL TELL US SOME MOO.B! S 




MV FRIEND IS BILL EMORY, AND MY 
NAME'S GENE AUTRY,' WE'RE COWBOYS, 
BY TRADE.' WE TRAILED BILL'S WHITE 
HORSE HEBE THROUGH THAT TUNNEL! 
I RECKON THERE'S NO MORE TO SAY/ 
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GENE.' FOB THE LUVVA PETE CALL OFF THIS ) 
FOOL STUNT.' THAT HILLBILLV'LL KILL VDU } -j 
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I'LL TAKE THAT CHANCE, BILL* 
.BIDE BACK AND KEEP OUIET/ 
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WITH A HIGH-PITCHED WHOOP, EU CHABGES. 
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EASY, NOW, CHAMP! JUST^ 
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KEEP THAT 


BOPE TIGHT!/ 
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C SHAKE HANDS.NOW? J 





IT SLICE IS HOME 
LIKE, MAQY LOU! 


) ALL WE'VE ADDED 1STHE 
/ FUCWirUGE, BILL 1 NOW 

VOL! MEN WASH UP, WHILE 
L I GET DlNNEC! 
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*lN NEW MEXICO A BIG WAB PART* 
JUMPED THE, WAGON TBAIN. THE .. 
INDIANS GOT THE WOG5T OF IT N 




BUT THEY FOLLOWED OUQ PEOPLE 
INTO THE CANYON COUNTRY. 
SHOOTING WHENEVER THEV GOT 
A CHANCE. 




'TDMAKE MATTECS WOR5E,TME 
GUIDE WAS KILLED, AND OUR 
FOLKS LOST THEIR WAY FOLLOW- 
ING A RJVER 




WE OUGHT TO HAVE 
TURNED BACK JEP 


1 TOO 

IND 

i US 


ATE, HANNAH? THE 
ANS WOULD MASSACRE 
SOONER OR LATER! 
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IN WHICH CASE IT'S A LUCKV THING 

vou didn't have Six-shooting 
Guns to WtPE each other out 





THAT SURE WOWS 'EM, GENE' 
GUESS THEY NEVER SAW RRE- 
. WORKS BEFORE! 



GIVE THEM SOME 
ROMAN CANDLES 
AND FIRECRACKERS 
NOW BILL! 
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HERE'S VOLIP GUN THAT ELI STOLE, GENE 
AUTPV, AND WE FJELDINGS SHORE 

THANK V01J-ALL FOf? DRIVING THEM 

PODSONS OFF 





OK AV, BILL— MAWLOLj; THE WATEP 
IN THE BASIN IS JUST PEEP 
ENOUGH TO JUMP OUR HOUSES 
INTO, AND LOW ENOUGH FOR US Tf? 
SWIM OUTf y£^ 




1 




f I'LL GO 


FIJ?ST< ) | 


1 




^J^ - 

mA 


ilk 




/y, JK 


^^iW 


^tMr"! 


^jl 






W 1 


^~_z / 


JJ 


^Js=^£ 


S B^^ - 


t^s 







"Help! Murder!" 

At the ear-splitting scream, Sheriff 
Don Leigh dropped the telegram he 
was reading, leaped to his feet, and 
covered the space from his desk to the 
street in three steps. He shot a quick 
glance up the street, then down. In the 
doorway of the Roundtop Bank, an un- 
dersized figure was jumping up and 
down like a sun-blurred jack-in-the- 
box. On the run, Don cut across the 
street toward the bank. When a patch 
of shade suddenly wiped the blinding 
sun from his eyes, he was able to identi- 
fy the small, bobbing mon as Oliver 
Reddy, the bank cashier. 

"What's up, Ollie?" Don carrie to a 
breathless halt in front of the agitated 
cashier. 

"The bank! It's been robbed! And 
Mr. Gant — " Reddy swallowed convul- 
sively. 

"Murdered?" barked Don. 

"No. Kidnaped! There's a note — " 
Reddy stopped; the sheriff wos dis- 
appearing into the bank. 

Don spotted the note almost imme- 
diately. Itwas tacked to the heavy door 
leading to the space back of the two 
cages — the space that housed the 
president's desk, the bank files, and the 
vault. The note's contents were printed 
in an uneven hand : 

<0 THE SHERIFF. 

We Cror Gant. domt kvm 

AFTER US OK WE'U PLUG- HIM. 
WHEM WE'RE SAFE WE'U LET HIM 
LOOSE.. LARAMIE JTOE. 

"Well, Sheriff, are you gonna let 
those ornery owlhoots get away with 



that?" 

Don turned and looked at the speak 
er. It was Tom Bennett, the storekeeper 
Behind Bennett, the bank was filling 
with excited citizens. 

"Reckon I've got no choice, Tom," 
Don said quietly. "I'd kinda hate to be 
the cause o' Waldo Gant gettin' mur- 
dered . . If you can pull yourself to- 
gether, Ollie," he said, not unkindly, 
"I'd like for you to come in back with 
me an' help check up on things." 

Reddy came forward slowly, on un- 
steady feet. He held a key out to Don 
"Here's the key to the partition door, 
Sheriff." 

Don took the key and asked sharply, 
"Haven't you been in back yet?" 

Reddy shook his head. 

Don's eyes narrowed "Then how do 
you know anything's been stolen?" 

- Reddy pointed at the bars of the 
nearest cage "Look through there, 
Sheriff. You can see . - ." 

Don peered through the indicated 
bars, Reddy was right. In a direct line 
with his eyes wos the big door of the 
vault, hanging drunkenly on its hinges 
While Reddy hastily checked through 
the vault, Don examined Its lock. 
To all appearqnces, it had been blown 
open. Not only were lock and hinges 
bent and twisted, but there were traces 
of black powder on the stone floor. He 
looked up. Reddy was coming out of 
the vault. 

"As near as 1 can figure, Sheriff," 
said Reddy nervously, "all the cash 
assets are gone. About fifteen thou- 
sand dollars, I'd say." 

A low tuneless whistle escaped Don's 



lips. "Not a bod haul. You could have 
a lot of fun with that much cash, 
OIHe." 

"M-Me?" Reddy's face grew whiter. 
"I d-don't know what you're talking 
obout. Sheriff." 

"Who, besides you, knows the com- 
bination of the vault?" 

"Mr. Gant. Nobody else. But the 
combination wasn't used. You can see 
the black powder — " 

A hubbub beyond the partition in- 
terrupted. Don opened the door. Waldo 
Gqnt was pushing out of the crowd. His 
left-hand coat pocket was torn and a 
fat red knee poked through a rip in his 
trousers. 

"Come in here, Waldo," said Don. 

The banker swayed through the 
door. Don closed it behind him and 
shoved forward a chair. Gant sank 
into it. 

"I'm all in," he panted. 

Don waited white the banker mopped 
his brow with a large bandanna. Then 
he said quietly, "Start, talkin', Waldo." 

Gant settled back in his chair. 
"Well, last night I worked pretty 
late — it was around ten, I'd say. As 
I was leaving — before I could close the 
door — three men ran up and grabbed 
me, threw a gun on me, and forced me 
back into the bank. They tried to 
make me open the vault, and when I 
insisted I didn't know the combination, 
they blew it. Then the leader — he was 
Laramie Joe — " 

"You're sure it was Laramie Joe?" 
interrupted Don. 

Gant nodded. "I know the varmint, 
and I saw him as plain as I'm seeing 
you." He paused. When Don said noth- 
ing, he continued, "Joe said they'd 
take me along for a hostage; so they 
tied me on a horse ■ and we headed 
south." 

"Over Alkali Flats?" 

"Right across them. On the other 
side they let me go. And that's all. 
Sheriff . . . except that here I am." 

"So I see," said Don. He walked to a 
hook by Reddy's cage and took down 
a whfsk broom. Then he went back to 
Gant. "Stand up, Waldo, an' give me 
your coat." 



frowning, the banker obeyed. When 
Don began to brush the coat vigorous- 
ly, Gant's frown deepened. "What's 
the big idea?" 

Don stopped brushing, bent over 
and stared at the floor. Straightening, 
he dropped the whisk broom and 
reached for his gun. "The idea is, he 
said slowly, "that I'm arrestin' you for 
robbin' your own bank, Waldo Gant. 
You opened the vault with the com- 
bination, then used a smitch o' black 
powder to twist up the hinges an' lock 
so's it'd look like the door'd been blown. 
Reckon a good, thorough search o' your 
house'll turn up the missin' cash." 

"You're crazy!" yelled Gant. 

Don shook his head. "Not quite. You 
see, Waldo, if you'd ridden across 
Alkali Flats, some "b' the white alkali 
dust woulda settled in your clothes. 
There's nary a speck! I'm bettin' you 
spent the night right here in town." 
He slipped the handcuffs over the 
banker's wrists. 'The thing that made 
me suspicious o' your story was the fact 
that, when Ollie gave the alarm, 1 was 
readin' a telegram from the sheriff in 
Coyote Creek. Laramie Joe was killed 
there early last night — in a barroom 
brawl." 

Gant was muttering to himself 
"And I thought I had it perfect." 

"Shucks, Waldo," grinned Don, 
"don't you know nothin's ever perfect — 
'specially a crime?" 
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DJ'CE L.OCO, 

CALHOjN!)Th;S HERD 

'E VOJ /WiuL FETCH 

T-iOJSANO TVi'iCE TXAT 

DOLLARS FOR / IN KANSAS 
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LATER, IN TOWN 



i'm socev, calhoun 
we won't have a 

cattle CAk available 

~0K A MONTI " 




RECKON IT WON'T HURT \ 

TO ASK! THAT'S HIM j 

PLJLLIN' IN NOwf ^^ 





HOwDV, MAMMON 
££ U5'N' SIS 0' 
CATTLE CABS TOMORROW. 1 
JUST BOUGHT BLAINE'S. 
CICCLE-V HEED! 



WOULDN'T 
•'CHEATED" 
PLAINE OUT 
01= IT BE 
NEAEEE 
TW TGUTH, j 
~ ' IN ? A 




DON'T WASTE NO TIME! WE GOTTA 
SIT THEM S-TEEES THEOU&WTW' 
OASS TO THEM CATTLE CAGS 



THAT'S' FUNNY, BEONC! 
I PON'T SEE EANDY THORPE'S 
HOESE DOWN THEEE! 
■■'EEE DO YUH SUPPOSE 
— S? 




TH' BOSS HAD A HUNCH! THIS HECE'S 
TH' ONLY PLACE YOU COULD DGY- 
SULCH US', WHEN WE LEAENED YCU 
BOUGHT $1% BALES 0' BAEBED WlES . 
WELL, THAT WAS THAT! 
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